
Bitush Varsano 

My father Bitush Varsano. The photo was taken immediately after 9th September 1944, the day of
the communist takeover in Bulgaria. There is neither an inscription on the back of the photo, nor a
stamp of a photo shop. My father had elementary education, but as a young man he started
acquiring the tinsmith and the plumbing craft with some craftsman, a Jew, too, whose name I don't
know. Afterwards he started working alone with some entrepreneurs on building sites. But at that
time building was a seasonal job only during the summer. The winter days were ones of hunger. My
father was a very nice person, so good, with such a soft personality, he wouldn't harm a fly. He
didn't know how to tell us off, he never cursed; I never heard him say such words, never. Not to say
that he wouldn't ever slap us across the face. He was very hard-working - of medium height, let's
say his complexion was fair, he wasn't dark, and his hair wasn't auburn. He was well-preserved;
one couldn't say how old he was. He was religious; he spoke Ladino and Bulgarian and used to sing
very well. My mother and father used to sing in the Tsadikov choir. I neither know where the
rehearsals were taking place, nor did they take us to any concerts of the choir. Usually in the
evening, after coming back home from work, they would sit down and sing at home and we were
around them. All the songs I know I've learned from them. Through the singing we used to forget
about the poverty and the cold.
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